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" THREE KNIGHTS OF THE ROAD.y 

A droll genius, some years ago, excited much 

mirth by painting the disgrace which would add to 
the horror of mere death by violence, in one's being 
run over by a huckster s wagon or fish-cart, as com 

pared with departing this life under the wheels of a 

splendidly appointed chariot driven at the speed of 
noble and flying horses. Something of the same feel 

ing is awakened by the graphic and yet somewhat 
ridiculous picture from the pencil of Simmler, with 
the above title, and representing three of the most 
cadaverous of disreputable wretches, skulking in a 

grain-field to rob the house which appears in the 

background. The sweet creature who raises his 

graceful form to see if the extinguishment of the last 

light has announced the auspicious moment, should 
be fixed in his present attitude, and made to serve a 
useful purpose by being placed just where the crows 
could find him. To be robbed, and possibly mur 

dered, by such '' 
knights of the road" as are here 

portrayed, must really be one of the most heartrend 

ing of possibilities ; and the ghost of the victim who 
fell by their hands might well be excused for coming 
back to do a little haunting, and to expiate a certain 
shame of its own. 

SOME MEMORIES OF MARGATE. 

One bright London Sunday morning, not many 
years ago?when June was just flushing into July, 
and English roses beginning to give place to English 
cherries ? one morning when my male traveling 

companion, conscientious observer of the Sabbath, 

was yet piscatorial, and had rolled away Elephant-and 

Castle-ward with dire intent to "strike a Spurgeon ;" 
and when his female antipodes had gone to St. Albans, 
not especially to see the vestments or hear the extreme 

ritualistic ritual, but to sit in fashionable judgment on 
the bonnets of England, 

? that morning I invested 

?o us. 6d. sterling in a third-class ticket of the Lon 

don, Chatham and Dover Railway, and accompanied 
a few hundreds of the lower mercantile and upper 
laboring classes, to that place on the channel-coast, 
at the mouth of the Thames, of which the name is 
above given, and of which the position, as a watering 

place, is and was fully as low in class as that chosen 
on the railway. 

It was not necessarily the depleted condition of my 
portemonnaie which induced my adoption of the 
humbler style of railway conveyance on that special 
occasion. First-class isolation may be very respect 

able, but it is often correspondingly unwise, as only in 
the lower grades of riding can "the people" of any 
land be seen to full advantage ; and especially is it 
true that to "run down to Margate" without the 

company of the rather enjoyable and very interesting 
human cattle in the uncushioned 

'' 
pens" of the 

L., C. and D., is nearly equivalent to staying at home, 
or going with the eyes shut. 

What a motley mixture they are ? those London 

people of the '(shopkeeper 
" 

rank and lower, who do 
most of the second and third class Sunday pleasuring ; 
and yet how unmistakably English in appearance, 
action and conversation ! Here and there a dash of 

the swell-mob, of course ? too many ringed and 

chained ; and of gamblers and decoys, too glossy in 
hat and too unimpeachable in the point of mustache ; 
but so closely watched at every station by railway 
officials and felt-helmeted policemen, that they have 
few opportunities for plying any dangerous vocation. 
The body of the occupants of the "pens," about 

equally honest and stupid, at all events to an observer 

used to the keener cast of American countenance of 

the same rank; and their "getting-up" at least a 

hundred years behind what Americans of correspond 

ing class would exhibit (whether they paid for it or 

not!). Smug clerks, thin faced, and their m?tton 

chop whiskers rather nascent than actual?with 

straight round hats, tight trousers and bobbed coats, 

not to mention colored neckties and cheap switches, 

escorting muslined Aramintas without great preten 
sions to beauty, but of much promising beef, and a 
world of pleasure in their faces at being "taken out; 

" 

"servant-gals" on their "Sunday out," indescribable 

in the decent vulgarity of the cast-off finery derived 
from "missus" or the "young ladies," and either in 

knots of giggling happiness, or singly attended by 
Jeames, who has cast off his plush, and rivals while 
he caricatures Lord Dick ; heavy mothers (very heavy, 
some of those English mothers) with hobbedehoy 
daughters and boys of the unendurable age, all with 
a propensity to nibble cakes or crunch bon-bons, and 

keep the maternal very red-faced and expostulative, 
not to say slappy; solid tradesmen, very stiff in the 
collar and silent in corners, except when they, too, 

have '' 
charges 

" 
who disturb the parental dignity and 

receive the parental threatenings, chiefly from the 

shopkeepery eye ; very young men who belong to 

cricket-clubs, and wear the striped or colored flannel 

caps of those organizations, letters and all, with an 

evident belief that it gives a distinguished air to do 

this, and carry the hat on the lap or stick it overhead ; 
?these principally compose the people who cany 

lunch-baskets, gabble or sulk, titter or hold conversa 

tions which bore their neighbors and instruct the 

curious, in this Sunday railway-tide setting Margate 
ward. Happy the hearer who does not learn more of 

the family relations and prospects of the more vulgar 
females, during a fifty or sixty mile ride, than would 
be generally desirable ; and obtuse the ear that does 
not shrink with horror at the habitual slaughter of 
" 

h's 
" 

and ejection of "you knows 
" 

and "blarst its," 

indulged in by the louder of the males. 
There are only two points of actual interest in the 

ride between London and Margate, however there may 

be quite enough in scenery and conversation to fill in 

the interstices. The first is found in Chatham Dock 

yard, with its clumsy ship-houses ; hulks at anchor ; 
vessels in the stream ; sailor-quarters ; top-heavy, 
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